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their low, round, black velvet hats, and coloured sashes,
embroidered jackets, and brilliant buttons. We took care
not to have too much money, and no baggage that we could
not stow in our saddle-bags. I even followed the advice of
an experienced guide, and was as little ostentatious as
possible of my arms; for to a Spanish bandit foreign pistols
are sometimes a temptation, instead of a terror. Such
prudent humility will not, however, answer in the East,
where you cannot be too well or too magnificently armed.

We were, in general, in our saddles at four o'clock, and
stopped, on account of the heat, from ten till five in the
evening, and then proceeded for three or four hours more.
I have travelled through three successive nights, and seen
the sun set and rise without quitting my saddle, which all
men cannot say. It is impossible to conceive anything
more brilliant than an Andalusian summer moon. You
lose nothing of the landscape, which is only softened, not
obscured; and absolutely the beams are warm. Generally
speaking, we contrived to reach, for our night's bivouac,
some village which usually boasts a posada. If this failed
there was sometimes a convent; and were we unfortunate
in this expedient, we made pillows of our saddles and beds
of our cloaks. A posada is, in fact, a khan, and a very bad
one. The same room holds the cattle, the kitchen, the
family, and boards and mats for travellers to sleep on.
Your host affords no provisions, and you must cater as you
proceed; and, what is more, cook when you have catered.
Yet the posada, in spite of so many causes, is seldom
dirty; for the Spaniards, notwithstanding their reputation,
I claim the character of the most cleanly nation in Europe.
Nothing is more remarkable than the delicacy of the lower
orders. All that frequent whitewash and constant ablution
can effect against a generating sun they employ. You
would think that a Spanish woman had no other occupa-
tion than to maintain the cleanliness of her chamber. They